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made like birds, and though they neither spun nor weaved, could
yet spend peaceful days in perpetual enjoyment; if, at the ap-
proach of winter, they could as easily betake themselves to distant
regions, could retire before scarcity, and fortify themselves against
frost."
"Poets have lived so," exclaimed Wilhelm, "in times when
true nobleness was better reverenced; and so- should they ever
live. Sufficiently provided for within, they had need of little from
without; the gift of communicating lofty emotions and glorious
images to men, in melodies and words that charmed the ear, and
fixed themselves inseparably on whatever objects they referred
to, of old enraptured the world, and served the gifted as a rich
inheritance. At the courts of kings, at the tables of the great,
beneath the windows of the fair, the sound of them was heard,
while the ear and the soul were shut to all beside; and men felt,
as we do when delight comes over us, and we stop with rapture
if among the dingles we are crossing the voice of the nightingale
starts out touching and strong. They found a home in every
habitation of the world, and the lowliness of their condition but
exalted them the more. The hero listened to their songs; and
the conqueror of the earth did reverence to a poet, for he felt
that without poets, his own wild and vast existence would pass
away like a whirlwind, and be forgotten forever. The lover wished
that he could feel his longings and his joys so variedly and so
harmoniously as the poet's inspired lips had skill to show them
forth; and even the rich man could not of himself discern such
costliness in his idol grandeurs, as when they were presented to
hi™ shining in the splendour of the poet's spirit, sensible to all
worth, and exalting all. Nay, if thou wilt have it, who but the
poet was it that first formed gods for us; that exalted us to them,
and brought them down to us ?"
" My friend," said Werner, after some reflection, " it has often
grieved me, that thou shouldst strive by force to banish from thy
soul what thou feelest so vividly. I am greatly mistaken, if it
were not better for thee in some degree to yield to these pro-
pensities, than to waste thyself by the contradictions of so hard
a piece of self-denial, and with the enjoyment of this one guiltless
pleasure to renounce the enjoyment of all others."
" Shall I confess it," said the other, '' and wilt thou not laugh
at me if I acknowledge, that these ideas pursue me constantly;
that, let me fly them as I will, when I explore my heart, I find

